For Bob Gaines 


At 93, age is just a state of mind 


Old age and retirement 
are two temms 93-year-old 
Bob Gaines will never really 
grow accustomed to. Oh, 
he'll admit he’s retired now, 
sort of. But old? Never! 

He’s a husky, tall man 
you'll see any day on the 
streets of Camas, walking 
with the firm stride of a 
man 30 years his junior. 
He'll greet you with a 
hearty voice, steady gaze 
and strong grip. And if his 
collection of fading 
photographs are any 
indication, he must have 
always been like that. 

Born in 1882, in a 
two-story log house in 
Missouri, Bob first came to 
Camas with his family in 
1909. He worked for a time 
in the Camas mill, left for a 
while, then returned and 
worked in the mill until- 
1916. 

Then he got restless and, 
decided that the way for a 
young man to get ahead was 
to go into business for 
himself. There was really 
nothing to lose in trying, 
and as he said, “The whistle 
don't blow when you work 
for yourself.” 

Bob started out working 
in John Cowan's cigar store. 
From there, in 1918, he 
bought a mare and began 
delivering mail to residents 
of the Prune Hill 
community for about a 


Bob seems to have 
established quite a rapport 
at Safeway. He told with 
pride of his 93rd birthday, 
“when five of the girls came 
and picked me up and took 
me over to Portland. We had 
areal blowout.” 

His eyes twinkled and he 
shrugged, “When you've got 
a couple of good lookin’ 
gals like that who want to 
take you out for a good 
time, what are you gonna 
do, ..2” 

The question often 
comes up, he admitted, of 
the secret of his seemingly 
inexhaustible youthful 
outlook on life. What really 
is the secret, then, clean, 
cautious living? 

“I don’t know,” he said, 
“Honestly, I've done 
everything wrong. I've done 
a lot of hard work, I 
smoked cigarettes, drank a 
lot of whiskey... Oh, of 
course, I've given up the 
whiskey, and I quit eanting 
about 15 years ago.” « 


BOB GAINES 


year. When this daily 
three-hour stint’ ~— was 


finished, he even found time 
to moonlight in a pool hall. 

Finally, he saved up 
$500 and bought a card 
room, at 4th and Adams in 
Camas. As Bob recalled, it 


dollars for change in the 
cash register. But in 14 
months, he sold out at a 
profit. 

The next venture was his 
Palace of Sweets, located 
“in that old building just 
below Hunter's Hardware.” 


a profit, some 20 months 
later. 

Confident in this winning 
streak of buying and selling, 
he bought a pool hall in 
Camas, sold it, and bought 
another one in Portland. 
But the spell broke at this, 
point and, as Bob put it, “I 
lost my shirt.” 

In 1926 he bounced 
back and started one 
of Camas’ first gasoline 
service stations. Two 
years later, he bought the 
ground it stood on and built 
the station that still 
occupies the corner of 3rd 
and Adams. This time, 
though, he decided to hold 
on. While he again moved 
on to other ventures, he still 
owns the building, which is 
leased out. 

Following a lengthy 
period as commission agent 
for the Texas Oil Co., he set 
up what is now Van's Fuel 
Service. A year later, in 
1947, he sold out and 
prepared to retire. 

“I never could just settle 
into one thing,” Bob 
explained. “I'd get hungry 
to go and do something else. 
I've always liked to stick my 
neck out and take a 
chance.” 

Retiring was something 
Bob started into with the 
best of intentions. His wife, 
Grace, whom he married in 
1927, had died just a few 
years earlier, in 1945. Bob 
decided to retreat to a farm 
in the Forest — Hill 
community. 

“But I bought 60 acres 


took most of that amount 
just to set up business, 
leaving him just a few 


operated at full 60-seat 
capacity. It, too, was sold at 


he recalled, often 


and before I knew it, 
wasn’t retired!” After a bit 
more buying and selling of 


land, he called it quits and 
moved into Camas. 

The pace is a little slower 
these days and Bob is not 
wildly enthusiastic about 
being retired. 

“I don’t do much now, 
just go over to Safeway and 
around town,” he said. “I 
just drag in and put in the 
time and that’s the hardest 
thing for me to do.” 

But there has been at 
least one large-scale 
accomplishment in Bob’s 
retirement years, one in 
which he takes good 
humored pride. 

Pointing outside the 
window of his home on 
Garfield Street, he grinned 
and said, “I built that 
Safeway store over there, 
you know.” 

He explained, “Yep, I sat 
right here on the porch and 
watched them bum 16 
houses to make room for 
the store. And I was over 
there every day, right on the 
site, making sure they did 
the job right.” 

He laughed heartily. “So, 
I guess you could say I built 
it. Built the new Riverview 
Savings and Loan building 
and the chiropractic 
building the same way. 

“They admit that I built 
it, too,” Bob said of the 
Safeway management. “The 
morning they opened, | 
went over there and they 
were passing out cigars at 
the door. They gave me one, 
too, and then the guy 
recognized me and said, 
‘Oh, you built this store — 
you get two cigars.’ ” 


Continued of page 13 


GAINES’ first business enterprise, a card room, at 4th and Adams in Camas, attracted 
a regular clientele. The new businessman was able to sell out at a profit 14 months 
later. 


He thinks the hard work 
might have helped some, 
though, because, “By God, | 
never had to go golfing in 
order to get some exercise.” 
But longevity may run in his 
family, as well. His parents 
and brothers and sisters all 
lived into their 80s and 90s. 

But he has little patience 
with those who advise him 
to “take care of yourself 
and be a good old man.” 

He tells with relish of a 
visit to relatives, down in 
California. They were 
shocked to see _ that 
someone over 90 could get 
out of a car and stride up 
their walkway into their 
house “just as quick as 
anyone else.” 


He chuckled, “I could 
just imaging them thinking, 
‘Here comes Uncle Bob. My 
God, We'll have to go get 


out the wheelchair.’ ” 

No way, not for Bob 
Gaines, not for a long time 
yet. Age, Bob believes, is 
mostly a state of mind. 

“I see guys 20 years 
younger than myself, 
hobbling around, feeling 
sorry for themselves. I can’t 
make myself think I'm 
old... 1 won't have people 
waiting on me.” 

On a moment's 
reflection, he conceded, 
“Oh sure, | do some 
bluffing. | know what I'm 
lacking.” He let his jaw 
slacken, allowing wrinkles 
to flash on an otherwise 
nearly lineless face. “See, | 
could get old in 15 minutes 
if | wanted to.” 

But Bob doesn’t allow 
himself time for that, He 
has a large house to keep 
up, grass to mow and a 
small garden and shrubs to 
tend. He drives his own car, 
too. 
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